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There were so many better places she could be
than here, Dani thought sighing as she shifted the weight from one
foot to the other, smacking her gum and standing at the back of the
crowd of college students.

 


“Now, everyone please remember the two most
important rules during this tour,” the small woman wearing glasses
and a name tag announced at the front of the lobby. “Absolutely no
wandering off on your own; this is a factory and as such it has
more dangers than you’d probably suspect a food preparation
facility to have.”

 


Dani mimicked the annoying chatter of the tour
guide, and no matter what the woman seemed to want to convince
herself of, as far as Dani was concerned she was simply a tour
guide.

 


“The second and perhaps most important rule
is, do not touch any of the food you might see being prepared or on
the assembly lines. These food items might appear consumable, just
like what you buy at the store but most of what we’ll be seeing has
not reached the final stages in preparation and they could be
harmful.”

 


Dani laughed a little, several of the students
turning and glaring her direction. She just glared right back,
crossing her arms beneath her large chest.

 


Unlike most of the students, Dani was only
taking course to get her graduate degree, older by at least a few
years than many of the kids standing in the group.

 


At twenty-five she had far more important
things on her mind than the Kremey Kake factory tour, and not the
least of those were guys.

 


To anyone observing the way she tapped her
foot, strutting a bit whenever the group did move, Dani might have
seemed like a bit of a high maintenance girl. Dressed in form
fitting pink, a matching button up top and skirt, she probably
appeared quite at home in a place that made pink frosted cupcakes,
cookies, and pastries.

 


She hated the place though. Dani only was here
because the business course she was taking required participation
in all field trips and this was considered a field trip.

 


For Dani, three things mattered most, and none
of them was the group she found herself in. Ignoring most of the
fellow classmates, Dani counted the minutes as the tour got
underway.

 


Three things, she thought, and one of them was
passing her classes. That one accounted for why she was even here,
what she wore accounting for where she’d rather be, which was with
a guy.

 


Dani wasn’t even picky about the guy, having
always been a bit of a slut. She didn’t mind the label, blonde, big
boobed, with kinks that most girls shied away from. A label was a
word and nothing more, so being a slut was no different from being
a disruption, which is what entertained her the most during tours
like the one in the Kremey Kake factory.

 


She found herself remembering Brent from the
week before, how he’d practically ripped her top off, stretching
the threads which held the buttons on so much that she’d been
unable to wear it this week.

 


Dani lightly squeezed her chest, purposely
hanging back from the group as they walked from one room to
another, the woman in the glasses droning on so methodically about
pastry machines or whatever.

 


The third thing which mattered most to Dani
was Dani herself, and the fact she put guys second in her list
proved her status as a slut was no mistake.

 


As far as she was concerned, ever since she’d
matured and learned all the ins and outs of sex, Dani was going to
put guys first. No matter what the guy wanted, how he wanted it, he
was going to get it.

 


Some guys didn’t respect a girl like Dani, she
fully accepted it. She also fully accepted that those guys were
perfectly free not to respect her all they liked. It only hurt them
in the end, since they were home being all respectful with some
prude while she was getting banged silly in the back of some lucky
stud’s car.

 


Dani stared at all the machinery, the room her
group had progressed into loud and overwhelming even to her
wandering thoughts.

 


Surprisingly there weren’t many workers, much
of the conveyor belts automated, little pink pastry cakes sliding
by at regular intervals.

 


As bad as it might seem for her to respect
herself and her body third in a list of three things, Dani did do
everything she could to keep that body perfect. She ate right,
exercised when she could, definitely got plenty of workouts between
the sheets.

 


No one could say Dani didn’t get enough
protein in her diet; that much was for certain she thought
smiling.

 


Still, the tour group was moving away and Dani
was hanging back for more of a reason than just to defy that bitchy
tour guide.

 


“One little bite,” she said, grinning, licking
her lips.

 


Dani never was one to easily control her
impulse behavior, having learned that fact the hard way a number of
times in public places when she found herself turned on.

 


What’s a girl to do, she would think, bouncing
her face off her date’s lap in a darkened theater, scooting her ass
back onto his dick before the credits rolled. Dani was a slut,
proud and simple, and right now she had the impulse to try a little
taste test.

 


“What could be so bad about one little bite?”
she said, waiting until the group rounded the corner, heading off
into another series of rooms.

 


She found herself alone, ears muffled by the
sounds of machinery, the two story ceiling above echoing sounds
from all over the room back at her as she leaned over the conveyor
belt, sniffing and breathing in the scent of those pink pastry
cakes.

 


“Mmm…” she muttered, licking her
lips.

 


The way she leaned over, Dani couldn’t help
noticing her tits almost bulging up out of her top. She imagined
unbuttoning the shirt more, pushing her fat white creamy melons out
into the open, smashing their heft and weight down on pastry cake
after pastry cake, ruining the latest batch in a way only she could
enjoy.

 


Dani always had liked being the center of
attention and nothing screamed center of attention quite like a
topless girl with Kremey Kake icing all over her tits.

 


Grinning, she looked either direction, making
sure she truly was alone. Dani then reached out, carefully
snatching one of the little pastry cakes up off the belt as it
rolled by in front of her.

 


“One little bite,” she said, pulling the pink
cake up to her lips.

 


Dani closed her eyes as soon as she pressed
her tongue into the cake. It was more than just delicious, she
thought. It was orgasmic, the melting flavors within every touch,
the way it flowed down her throat.

 


Her one bite turned into two, into three, into
polishing off the entire little Kremey Kake, and Dani had to
lightly pat her tummy as she stood there in an afterglow daze.
“Mmm… fuck, that’s some seriously good shit,” she said, smacking
her lips.

 


At the risk of being caught, Dani remained
behind just a little longer. She’d catch up eventually, she told
herself, reaching out for another of the pastries filing by on the
conveyor belt. After all, it was just a stupid factory tour. Half
of what that dumb bitch in the glasses was probably telling them
was just sales hype to make this place seem more important than it
really was.

 


It was a pastry company, one that made snacks.
What better way to tour it than to do exactly what Dani was now
doing?

 


She leaned over, bracing one hand on the side
of the conveyor belt, steadying her hunched posture as she shoved
another Kremey Kake into her mouth.

 


Dani was sloppy, spilling little crumbs and
icing down into her top, no longer caring about one little bite,
consumed by a lust and desire to just choke herself on the
delicious desserts.

 


She was reminded of the time she went with
Mitch to the museum, Mitch a good guy who had no suspicions of the
type of girl Dani really was.

 


They’d barely made it to the contemporary arts
floor before Dani yanked his arm nearly out of socket, pulling him
behind some large statues in a stairwell. She’d kneeled right there
and shoved his entire cock down her throat, sucking him off until
his seed spilled out the corners of her mouth, dribbling down into
her top no different than the icing of these Kremey Kakes now
did.

 


“Mmmm… fuck, ohmmmm…” Dani moaned, quickly
reaching forward and grabbing another pastry from the never-ending
conveyor belt.

 


She was a glutton sometimes
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